




The hijlory 
(Mock not thy affc&,thc vntraded earth ) 

Your quandim wife fweares Rill by FemJ o\ on: 

Shces well, but bad me not commend her to you 

Name her not now fir,(hc=-s a deadlj, ,'h« me 

Heel. O pardon, I offend. J nCa 

Nejl. I haue tnou gallant Troyan feene thee oft 
Laboring for deftiny,make cruel! way, * 

Through rankes of Greekifh youth.and I hau ? fc ene thee 
As hot as PcrfeHt „(\ purre thy i'htigian (feed, 

Defpifing many forfaits and fubduments. 

When thou halt hung th aduanced fvvord ith’ayre 
Not letting it decline on the declined, ’ 

Tnat I haue faid to fome my (landers by, ’ 

Loe / Hpiter is yoDder dealing life. 

And I haue feene thee paufe,and take thy breath 
When thataringtof Greekes haue finupd thee in 

like an Olympian wraftling. This haue I feene, * 

But this thy countenance flill Iockt in fteclc, 

1 ncuer faw till now : I knew thy grand-fire,’ 

And once fought with him,he was a foldier good 
But by great Afars the Captame of vs all, 3 ) 

Ncuer like thee: O let aii old man embrace thee 
And worthy warriour welcome to ourtents. * 
eHLne. Tis the old Ncflor. 

TU^/i L r^ meembracc thec g° od oId Chronicle, 

That haft fo long walkt hand m hand with time 

Moft reuerend Neftor, I am g’adto clafpe thee ' 

Neft 1 would my armes could match thecin contention. 
Hell. 1 would they could. 

w W* ? h y this , wbite beard We fight with thee to mor- 

WeII,we1ct>me, welcome, Ihaucleenethedme. 

FltfA wonder now how yonder Ciity (lands,; 

When we haue here her bafe and piller by vs ? ^ 
Hett.lknovj your fauour lord Ftijfes well. 

Ah fir,theie s many a Grecke and.Troyan dead 

Since firft I faw your fl e and Diomed, 

In -II lion on your Greekifti embaflie. 

Fit/. Sir I foretold you then what would enfue, - 
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ofTroyltfS And Crejfeida. 

M .. pvophecie is but balfe his iourney yet. 

For yonder walls that pertly front your towne. 

Yon rowers,whofe wanton tops do buffs the clouds, 
Muftkiffe their ownc feete. 

Fell. I muft notbelceue you. 

There they ftand yet, and modeftly I thinke. 

The fall of euery Phrigian ftonewill coft, 

A drop ofGrecian bloud : the end crownes all, 

And that old common arbitrator Time, will one day end it, 
Flif. So to him wc leaue it. 

Moft gentle and, moft valiant Heftor, welcome t 
After the Generali, 1 befeech you next 
To feaft with me,and fee me at my tent. 

Achil. Khali foreftallthee lord V/#r thou r 
Now Hettor I haue fed mine eyes on thee, (by joint. 

Thaue with cxa<9: view perufde thee H color, & quoted ioynt 
HeB. is this Achilles ? AM. I am Achilles. 

Hell. Stand fait e I pray thee, let me looke on tnee, 

Achtl. Behold thy fill. 

H<?& Nay I haue done already. 

Achil. Thou art too briefe,I will the fecond time. 

As I would bnie thee, view thee lim by lim. 

Heft. O like a booke of fporcthou’itread me ores 
But ther s more in me then thou vnderftandft, 

Why dooft thou foopprefle me with thine eye. 

Achil Tell me you heauens,in which part of his body 
Shall I deftroy. him : whether there,or there, or there. 

That I may giuethe locall wound a name. 

And make diftintft the very breach,whercout 
H ettors great Ipiiit flew : anfwer mc heauens. 

H eSk, It would diferedit the bleft gods.proud man, 
Toanlwer fuch a queftion : ftand againe, 

Thinkft thoii to catchmy life fo pleafantly. 

As to prenominate in nice coniedlui c. 

Where thou wilt hit me dead, 

Achil. I tell thee yea. 

Heel. Wen thou an Oracle to tell me fo, 
lae not belecuc chee,Hencc-foith gard thec welly 
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